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great, pure love. And they have faith—a deep faith, An-
dryusha. But as for me—I can't love like that! I only
love what's my own, what's close to me."
"No you don't," said the khokhol turning away and
rubbing his head and cheeks and eyes briskly, as was his
habit. "Everyone loves what's close to him, but far-away
things are close if one's heart is big enough. You can do
great things because you have a great mother love in
you."
"God grant it," she breathed, UI feel this is a good way
to live. I love you now, Andrei, maybe even more than
Pasha. He keeps so to himself—just look, he wants to
marry Sasha, but he's never said a word of it to me, his
mother/'
"That's not true," objected the khokhol. "I know for
sure it's not true. He loves her and she him—that's true.
But they'll never get married. She'd like to, but he doesn't
want to."
"I see," said the mother thoughtfully, her sad eyes on
the khokhoVs face. "So that's how it is—people refusing
their own happiness...."
"Pavel's a rare man." The khokhol's voice was soft.
"He has an iron will."
"And now he's sitting in jail," said the mother thought-
fully. "That's frightening—but not so very. Life is dif-
ferent, and my fears are different. Now I'm afraid for
everybody. And my heart's different because my soul has
opened up the eyes of my heart, and it looks out and
feels sad, but glad. There are lots of things I don't un-
derstand, and it's a bitter thing to me that you don't be-
lieve in the Lord God. But what can I do about it? I see
that all of you are truly good, YouVe set yourselves a
hard life for the sake of the people, a difficult life for
the sake of the truth. And now I understand your truth:
as long as there are rich people, the common people will
never be able to get anything—no joy, no justice—no-
thing! Now that I'm living among you, sometimes at
night I think back over, the past, think of my young

